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Toike  given  $1.2  Billion  bursary ! 

Unprecedented  gift  one  of  many  SAC  AGM  surprises 


Mart  Props,  Toike  Investigative  Team 

In  a move  that  shocked  everyone 
in  attendance  of  the  Students’ 
Administrative  Council  (SAC)  Annual 
General  Meeting  (AGM),  the  people 
have  spoken,  and  given  the  Toike  Oike 
a $1.2  Billion  bursary. 

"Sure,  the  motion  was  just  for  a 
question  on  the  SAC  election  ballot,  ” 
said  Sue  Donym,  a Law  student 


holding  25  proxy  votes,  "but  hey, 
they're  so  funny,  why  not?” 

Such  a feeling  was  apparently 
echoed  throughout  the  hallowed  halls 
of  the  GC  chamber.  The  motion  was 
passed  with  an  overwhelming 
majority,  after  only  6 hours  of 
discussion. 

But  the  sudden  flow  of  cash  was 
only  one  of  many  surprises  to  occur 
at  the  AGM. 

Other 
motions  that 
were 
successfully 
passed  at  the 
AGM  included 
redirecting 
Hangar  funds 
to  Suds, 
funding  of  an 
extended 
Greyhound 
bus  for  the 
Lady  Godiva 
Memorial 
Bnad’s  road 


trips,  the  renunciation  of  the  Varsity 
as  a newspaper,  and  the  agreement 
that  Snickers  is  a really  good  candy 
bar. 

"How  can  you  argue  with  that?” 
an  unnamed  Nursing  student  was 
quoted  as  saying.  ”1  mean,  yeah,  Kit- 
Kat  is  good,  but  Snickers  really 
satisfies.™” 

The  arrival  of  the  Engineering 
delegation,  marched  in  by  the  LGMB, 
was  heralded  by 
most  of  the 
attendees. 

"Where’s  the 
case  of  beer?” 
was  a common 
question, 
harkening  back 
to  the  BEvERage 
of  choice  at  last 
year’s  AGM. 

"What  they're  forgetting  is  that 
it  was  a bag  of  beer  last  year,”  said 
Matt  Lenner,  former  SAC  President, 
former  Toike  editor,  and  all  around 
great  guy.  "It’s  important  to  keep 


the  facts  straight.  ” 

Not  everyone  was  happy  with  the 
way  the  motions  went,  however. 
Current  SAC  president  Adam  Bretholz, 
for  one,  was  livid.  "How  did  that 
happen?"  he  bellowed.  ”1  mean, 
they’re  engineers  for  Pete’s  sake! 
Their  motions  aren’t  supposed  to  get 
through!” 

"Why  should  they  get  a voice 
when  they  aren’t  even  one  of  us?" 

"Hey  hey  it’s 
okay, " chanted  the 
Bnad  in  response, 
"you  will  work  for 
us  some  day.  ” 

But  others 

agreed  with 
Bretholz. 

"Here  I was 
hoping  that  we 
could  just  pass  the  budget  and  go 
home,  ” said  some  boring  Poly  Sci  guy. 
"Having  to  actually  debate  and  stuff 
was  really  draining." 

The  Toike  would  like  to  thank  all 
those  people  whose  tuitions  will  climb 
500%  in  order  to  cover  its  bursary. 


"Ya  talkin’  ta  me?  Are  ya?"  The  Engineering  delegation  to  the 
SAC  ACM  tackles  the  tough  issues 


"Now  we  can  afford 
things  like  colour. 
And  stuff.  Yeah. 
Neat  eh?” 

-Toike  editor 


The  Pole  returns 


Kevin  Au  and  Mark  Jaggassar, 

Toike  Investigative  Team 

Toronto  - Emotions  ran  high  at  the 
end  of  Godiva  Week  here  at  U of  T 
Engineering  as  the 
Grease  Pole  bade 
farewell  to  his  true 
family.  All  week  long, 
the  Pole  socialized 
with  whomever 
happened  to  be  in  the 
Atrium,  as  it  was 
difficult,  if  not 
impossible,  to  move  anywhere  else. 
This  marked  the  first  official  public 
appearance  for  the  Pole.  The  Pole 
did,  however,  admit  to  spending  much 
of  his  weekends  clubbing,  going  to 
house  parties  and  watching  movies  in 
SF1105.  He  did  so  under  the  guise  of 
a Belgian  Prostitute  named 
"Gretschen."  Although  the  Pole's 
presence  at  U of  T was  short-lived, 
the  Pole  "immensely 
enjoyed  this  most 
relaxing  of  spa-like 
vacations!" 

Unfortunately, 
after  a few  months  of 


partying,  it  became  apparent  that 
pole  could  no  longer  stay  in  Toronto. 
After  approximately  four  months  of 
being  in  Toronto;  he  had  finally 
reached  a point 
where  he  was  happy 
with  his  alcohol 
tolerance.  The  Pole 
admitted  in  shame 
that  when  he  first 
arrived,  he  went  to 
the  Brunny  in  the 
hopes  of  picking  up, 
and  consequently  puked  in  a pitcher 
four  nights  in  a row.  After  months  of 
partying,  the  Pole  proudly  admits  that 
he  can  now  fully  drink  the  amount 
an  Engineer  should  be  able  to  drink. 

After  months  away  from  Queen's, 
without  a single  attempt  or  murmur 
to  retake  the  Pole,  it  was  very  clear 
that  something  was  amiss.  The  Pole 
was  quoted  as  saying:  "Well,  I had  a 
heart  to  heart  with 
Mario  [Baker],  and 
I've  decided  that  to 
prevent  Queen's 
from  falling  directly 
into  sin,  not  to 


"...  to  prevent  Queen's 
from  foiling  directly  into 
sin,  not  to  mention  into  a 
big  grease  pit  with  no 
supporting  pole-like 
structure,  I must  submit 
myself  to  their  evil  plans." 

-Pole 


* Conversation  with 
the  Pole  and  Mario 
Baker^age  72 

* More  Godiva  Week 
madnessPages  4-5 


to  Queens 


mention  into  a 
big  grease  pit 
with  no 

supporting  pole- 
like structure,  I 
must  submit 
myself  to  their 
evil  plans.  It's 
been  truly  great 
here,  being  with 
my  family.  I love 
this  place,  but  I 
think  it's  time  I 
went  back  to 
Queen's.  Why? 

The  answer  is 
simple.  You  have 
but  to  look  at 
what  miserable 
specimens  ’Y 
Queen’s^:- 
engineers  have  k Q, 
become.  Not  a I 

single  attempt  to  £ 

answer  your  «Nnw  that’s  an  erection!"  In  anticipation  of  a visit  by 
challenges  or  Queen’s  engineers,  and  in  celebration  of  the  spirit  of  Codiva 
demands.  Heck,  Week,  some  'random'  U of  T engineers  mount  the  pole  in  the 
they  were  even  Atrium 

talking  about  stealing  the  local  Burger  Continued,  page  5 
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Oh,  no,  it’s  an  editorial! 

What  campus  politics  and  publications  look  like  from  where  I’m  sitting 


the  toike  oike 
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Information 

The  Toike  Oike  is  a newspaper  made 
by  members  of  the  University  of 
Toronto  Engineering  Society.  It  is  the 
most  widely  distributed  humour 
newspaper  on  campus  (well,  unless 
you  count  the  Varsity,  but  we're 
actually  supposed  to  be  funny).  It  is 
published  once  a month,  and  has  a 
circulation  of  about  5,000  copies. 


Disclaimer 

The  Toike  Oike  is  intended  to 
be  a humorous  newspaper.  Thus 
nothing  in  it  should  be  taken  as 
fact.  Do  not  attempt  anything  you 
read  in  this  newspaper.  The 
opinions  expressed  do  not 
necessarily  represent  those  of  the 
University  of  Toronto,  its 
Engineering  Society,  our  sponsors, 
contributors,  or  the  people  who 
were  voted  off  the  island. 

Any  names  mentioned  in  this 
paper  are  parodies  of  people  with 
these  names;  they  are  not  intended 
to  be  indicators  of  what  the  named 
people  are  really  like.  For 
example,  Mr.  T is  a very  kind  and 
gentle  man  who  loves  a hug.  But 
not  really!  So  don't  walk  up  to  him 
and  throw  your  arms  around  him 
unless  you  want  to  see  the  inside 
of  your  colon. 

We  are  aware  that  not 
everyone  shares  this  sense  of 
humour.  If  you  don't  find  anything 
in  this  newspaper  funny,  send 
something  funny  to  the  Engineering 
Society  or  email  it  to 
toike@skule.ca  so  I can  publish  it. 


Hello.  My  name  is  David  Perry,  and  I 
am  writing  this  editorial.  Remember  that; 
you’ll  be  tested  on  it  later. 

A lot  of  talk  has  been  going  on  recently 
about  SAC  and  the  Varsity.  In  case  you’ve 
been  too  busy  with  your  midterms  to  hear 
the  news,  the  Engineers  put  forth  several 
motions  at  the  recent  SAC  AGM,  and  some 
of  them  even  passed! 

The  AGM  story  on  the  front  page  is,  as 
you  may  have  guessed  by  now,  a joke.  But 
the  reality  of  the  AGM  is  just  as  funny,  if 
not  more  so. 

The  fun  actually  began  before  the 
AGM,  when  the  Varsity  published  a news 
piece  about  one  of  the  motions  put  forth 
by  some  Engineers,  that  the  following 
question  be  put  on  the  next  election  ballot: 
"Would  you  be  in  favour  of  removing  the 
$1 .25  Varsity  levy?"  You  might  guess  that 
the  Varsity  staff  is  scared.  You  would  be 
right.  Reading  the  Varsity  is  always  good 
for  a general  laugh,  but  it’s  even  funnier 
when  they’re  scared.  Remember  their 
reaction  when  the  Toronto  Star  became 
available  for  free  to  students  at  New 
College?  It  can  be  condensed  to  one 


The  SAC  (SUX)  AGM 

with  the  bitter,  funny,  and  sometimes  violent  Annual 
General  Meeting  of  the  SAC  now  finally  complete,  it' 
time  to  compile  a mildly  amusing  bunch  of  useless 


sentence:  "Admin  should  not  allow  the  Star 
to  be  distributed  on  campus,  as  it  reduces 
students’  freedom  of  choice."  Apparently 
the  rules  of  common  sense  are  no  longer 
in  effect,  and  the  amount  of  choice  you 
have  is  now  inversely  proportional  to  the 
number  of  choices  out  there.  Riiight. 

The  Varsity's  reaction  to  the  AGM 
motion  is  similarly  fear-inspired.  The  issue 
published  on  the  day  of  the  AGM  contains 
an  amusing  article  about  the  motion.  They 
had  gathered  several  interviews  in  support 
of  keeping  the  levy,  but  of  course,  in  the 
interest  of  journalistic  impartiality,  they 
had  only  one  interview  presenting  the 
opposing  viewpoint.  Even  funnier  was  that 
this  "interview"  consisted  of  two  one-line 
quotes  of  Matt  Lenner,  one  of  Engineering’s 
two  SAC  board  members. 

Another  famous  trick  came  into  play 
in  that  issue  of  the  Varsity.  In  both  the 
aforementioned  article  and  the 
conveniently  anonymous  Page  3 Opinion, 
they  pulled  out  the  old  "it  must  be 
personal”  gambit.  I smiled  when  I read 
that.  Heaven  forbid  that  he  might  actually 
have  supporting  arguments  for  his  motion, 
it’s  got  to  be  personal!  It’s  Matt, 
after  all... 

I wish  i had  the  space  and  time 
to  discuss  the  AGM  itself!  Ask  me 
about  it  at  Suds  some  time.  It  was 
the  funniest  experience  I’ve  had 
since  joining  the  LGMB.  But,  to 
cover  the  aforementioned  motion 
in  a nutshell,  Matt  had  only  this  to 
say  about  it:  "It’s  not  personal.” 
Several  allegations  were  brought 
forth  by  other  people  at  the  AGM 
that  the  Varsity  was  rife  with 
corruption  and  such,  complete 
with  supporting  evidence, 
(remember  ’supporting  evidence’ 
from  EffecTech?  It  makes  your 
arguments  credible.) 

But  even  after  all  the 
revelations  that  were  revealed, 
SAC  prez  Adam  Bretholz  stood 
up  and  said  that  he  believed  the 
motion  had  personal  motivation. 

I can’t  make  it  read  nearly  as 
funny  as  it  sounded  at  the  AGM, 
coming  right  after  dozens  of 
reasons  why  the  students  should 
be  given  the  opportunity  to 
decide  whether  they  want  to 
keep  supporting  the  Varsity. 


Memory  game.  Remember  this 
picture,  then  see  if  you  con  tell 
me  the  difference(s)  between  it 
and  the  one  I publish  next  month. 


But  it  was 
enough  to 
make  me 
laugh  out 
loud  in 
spite  of 
myself. 

(When 
you’re  in 
the  field 
observing 
other 
species, 
you  should 
ideally  not 
interfere 
with  their 
normal  life 
patterns. 

My  bad.) 

But  the 

Varsity  is  obviously  very  scared  that  the 
motion  actually  passed.  How  can  I tell? 
Well,  first  of  all,  it  should  be  known  that 
much  of  the  most  scathing  commentary 
on  the  Varsity  came  from  the  inside; 
specifically,  from  the  chair  of  their  board 
of  directors,  Ashley  Morton  (who  just 
happens  to  be  an  Engineer).  Now,  I don’t 
know  how  much  of  what  he  said  is  true, 
but  I do  know  that  I’m  more  likely  to 
believe  something  I hear  from  him,  than 
something  I read  in  the  Varsity’s  Page  3 
Anonymous  Opinion.  Consider  this 
excerpt: 

"Some  of  you  expect  us  to  ...  slam 
Matt  Lenner  around  some  more,  just  for 
sport.  Sorry,  we’re  not  that  petty.  ” That’s 
a direct  quote  from  their  Feb.  6 paper. 

"Instead  we’re  here  to  slam  Ashley 
Morton.  We  won’t  deny  his  allegations 
at  the  AGM,  but  we  will  say  that  he 
started  it.  It’s  all  his  fault.  He’s  the  one 
interfering  with  student  representation. 
He  also  puts  the  speling  and  grammer 
errors  into  the  Varsity,  is  high  in 
cholesterol,  radioactive,  and  drinks 
Starbucks  coffee.  ” Of  course,  this  second 
paragraph  isn’t  what  they  actually  said, 
but  if  you  read  the  piece  (heh)  yourself, 
you’ll  see  it’s  not  far  off. 

So  I’d  like  to  offer  my  congratulations 
to  the  Varsity  staff:  I hereby  defer  the 
title  of  Most  Humorous  Newspaper  to 
you.  I’ve  neither  written  nor  read 
anything  as  hillarious  as  that,  and  your 
other  recent  articles  about  the  AGM 
motions.  I tip  my  green  hard  hat  to  you. 


Guest  Opinion:  Where  the  F!  is  your  spirit? 

Glenn  'da  Geoman’  Hiscock,  Geo  9T3 


A week  or  so  ago  I visited  the 
hallowed  halls  that  are  what  used  to 
be  my  stomping  grounds  for  4+1  years 
...  As  I walked  down  the  halls  of  the 
Sir  Sanford  Phlegming  and  Galbraith 
Buildings,  I remembered  old  glory  days. 
Chariot  Races,  Bed  Races,  Suds  , The 
"Blue  Room",  Smokers,  Pub  Crawls,  Mr. 
Blue  and  Gold  (which  I am  proud  to 
say  I won  twice),  when  the  Varsity  Blues 
Football  team  would  win  a football 
game  or  two  ...  I digress  ... 

It  has  come  to  my  attention  from 
your  Editurd-ln-Chief,  that  SKULE 
morale  and  participation  is  not  what 
it  used  to  be  (AND  I QUOTE  AND  WILL 
BE  MISQUOTED  ON):  "Involvement  is  a 
quality  which  has,  unfortunately,  been 
slowly  declining  lately  around  Skule." 

Well  this  just  sucksl  What  the  hell 
are  you  people  . . . Engineers  or  Artsies? 
There  are  three  (3)  things  that  are 
important  in  your  Skule  Career: 


1 ) The  Cannon 

2)  Your  Hardhat 

3)  The  Skule 

And  as  an  afterthought,  yourself. 
There  was  one  really  alarming  thing 
that  I heard  as  I was  leaving  the  Sir 
Sanford  Phlegming  Building  and  that 
was  ...  "What  is  the  Toike  Oike?"  (And 
this  will  not  be  misquoted) 

Well ...  I lose  it , I snap  ... 

If  there  was  one  heralded  thing 
that  would  appear  every  month  was 
the  Toike.  It  was,  at  the  time,  our 
escape  from  the  constant  labs, 
assignments,  and  the  all  around 
general  blahdy-blah-blah  that  was  our 
everyday  Skule  life.  It  was  our  chance 
to  come  together  as  a group,  and  laugh 
for  a couple  of  minutes  between 
classes. 

Well,  me  being  an  old  timer,  what 
could  I possibly  have  to  offer  as  a laugh? 
Everything  these  days  is  so  damned 


politically  correct  and  proper,  I might 
offend  those  of  the  next  generation  to 
the  point  of  tears.  Well  I say  ...  screw 
it! 

So,  I challenge  every  single  one  of 
you  whipper  snappers  to  write,  fax, 
and/or  Email  the  Toike’s  Editurd-ln- 
Chief  and  describe  to  "it”  your  most 
memorable  moment  as  a member  of 
Skule  (whether  Graduating  Class  or 
not). 

If  I feel  your  story  is  worthy,  (or 
the  Editurd-ln-Chief  feels(with  my 
concent)  that  your  story  is  worthy  of 
the  Toike  Oike)...  I will  personally  come 
down  to  Suds  on  the  eve  of  the  giving 
of  the  Iron  Rings  and  buy  the  graduating 
member  whom,  will  not  doth  beat  me 
a sound  ass-whooping,  a BEvErage. 
(Unless  of  course  you  are  over  or  under 
6 ft  tall  , in  which  case  I may  or  may 
not  buy  you  a BevERage) 


"When  my  wife  has  trouble  sleeping,  she  asks  me  to  tell  her  about  my  work."  -Prof.  Farid  N.  Najm  (ECE451) 
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Shocking  New  Scientific 
Study! 

Feeding  Habits  of 
Eng  Scis 

By  California  XNy/0T4 
and  Danny  Ni//0T4 

After  crashing  documenting 
several  Eng  Sci  smokers,  The  Toike 
Investigative  Team  (TIT)  is  finally 
releasing  its  compiled  report  on 
the  eating  behaviour  of  Eng  Scis. 
It  has  been  discovered  that  the 
only  time  Eng  Scis  get  fed  is  during 
their  smokers,  which  they  learn 
about  in  their  constantly 
monitored  e-mail. 

Upon  arrival  of  the  pizza  man, 
the  usually  docile,  sleep- 
deprived,  and  generally  harmless 
Eng-Scis  turn  into  a mob  of  sharks 
engaging  in  a massive  feeding 
frenzy.  Upon  seeing  the  bloodshot 
eyes,  the  slobbering  mouths, 
sharp  teeth,  and  body  odor,  the 
delivery  boy  usually  drops  his 
pizzas  and  runs  away.  However, 
upon  several  occasions  he  has  not 
been  quick  enough,  and  many  a 
pizza  man  has  lost  limbs.  When 
the  Vice-Chair  of  the  Eng  Sci  club 
was  asked  for  comment,  she  said 
she  had  bite  scars  from 
attempting  to  distribute  the  pizza 
in  a normal  Gaussian  distribution. 
When  a member  of  the  TIT 
attempted  to  borrow  a slice 
without  filling  out  the  necessary 
paperwork,  he  was  viciously 
mauled  and  is  currently 
recovering  from  life-threatening 
injuries  in  Toronto  General 
Hospital  (cards  and/or  get-well 
presents  are  being  accepted  in  the 
Toike  mailbox). 

When  The  Vice-Chair  was 
asked  how  she  was  going  to 
remedy  the  situation,  she  replied 
that  this  was  one  of  the  ways  the 
weaker  Eng  Scis  are  weeded  out 
of  the  program.  "After  all,  how 
can  they  integrate  if  they  can't 
defend  their  pizza?” 

Disgusted  by  the  gore  and 
blood,  the  TIT  has  had  to  undergo 
psychiatric  treatment  to  recover 
from  the  traumatic  experience. 
Again,  cards  and/or  get-well 
pre$ent$  are  being  accepted  in 
the  Toike  mailbox. 


The  LGMB  needs 


The  story  at  right  is  a true 
accounting  of  an  actual 
bnad  event.  You,  too,  can 
have  this  kind  of  fun!  No 
musical  talent  is  required. 
Just  check  the  pop 
machines  near  Eng  Soc  for 
event  times,  then  show  up 
around  the  time  posted, 
and  you’re  in!  Bring  your 
Skule™  spirit  and  your 
sense  of  fun!  (And  earplugs!) 
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True  stories  of  LGMB  Exploits 

The  Bnad  takes  over  Toronto 

Sara  Vossoughi,  Toike  Investigative  Team  buncha  generic 
Thursday  January  18th,  2001  was  offices, 
just  like  any  other  day.  The  sun  rose  megaphones 
in  the  morning,  and  your  skulemates  b l a r r i n g 
attended  classes-- until  noon,  that  is...  “University  of 
At  noon,  the  chariot  race  took  Toronto 
place.  Ice  was  cracked  and  many  Administration, 
injuries  were  caused.  One  race  later,  Please  continue 
the  band  was  hungry  for  more.  working,  This  is 

As  all  the  charioteers  and  their  a code  RED! 
helpless  helpers  flooded  into  the  Continue 
Atrium  for  a traditional  pat  on  the  back  working!"  The 
and  a gentle  beer  in  the  tummy  (to  poor  University 
soothe  the  ache  and  pains  of  the  race),  Servants  looked 
the  bnad  knew  there  was  something  on  by  throwing 
brewing  in  the  basement  (and  it  wasn't  anxious  and 
the  good  ol'  evil  coffee  from  Marrirot).  curious  glances 
Convocation  hall  had  a grand  our  way. 
lecture  taking  place,  800  of  the  Somehow, 

University's  best  were  learning  how  to  the  angry  mob 
want  to  become  doctors  in  the  managed  to  file  through  Convocation 
infamous  2nd  year  Biology  lecture.  But  Hall  once  again,  this  time  in  stealth 
the  engineers  in  the  Atrium  had  spirit  mode.  The  professor  continued  to 
for  more,  oh,  so  much  more.  The  bnad  lecture  as  if  two  hundred  engineering 
leadur  decided  to  take  things  lightly,  students  weren'treally  walking  through 
or  enlighteningly,  and  called  the  the  enormous  hall, 
mother  of  all  events.  About  two  As  the  spirit  of  Lady  Godiva  further 

hundred  people  were  gathered  in  the  got  to  the  spirit  of  every  single  Skule 


The  LGMB  sharing  the  spirit  of  Godiva  with  that  huge-ass 
Biology  lecture  in  Con  Hall 


atrium  and  it  was  decided  that  they 
would  be  proclaimed  a happy 
engineering  "angry  mob."  The  200- 
person  mob  flooded  Convocation  Hall 
led  by  Skule's  very  own  Lady  Godiva 
Memorial  Bnad. 

As  the  students  within  heard  the 
songs  of  beautiful  and  flowing  music, 
they  knew  that  the  spirit  of  the  late 
Lady  Godiva  was  entering  the  room. 
The  bnad  proudly  marched  through, 
pausing  even  to  play  Wipe-out  on  a 
poor  second  year  artsci's  head  (we 
provided  the  hard  hat).  Leaving  the 
great  hall,  we  knew  we  wanted  more, 


we  took  a detour  and  decided  Ryerson 
(where  is  Ry-High  anyways?)  was  a 
victim  ripe  with  virginal  love  for  the 
bnad.  We  randomly  walked  around 
downtown  looking  for  the  dreaded 
school  of  higher  learning. 

Once  the  uhmmmm—  errr--- 
building  was  found,  we  played  with 
much  rucus  throughout  the  campus 


engineer  in  the  angry  mob,  they  knew 
their  mission!  To  let  everyone  know  of  grounds  (all  100  square  feet  of  it).  We 
our  treacherous  embodiments.  [What?  played  in  the  lunchroom,  in  The  (only) 


-ed.J  We  (actually,  the  jr.  bnad  leadur) 
decided  the  event  was  to  go  on  into  a 
lecture  hall  not  too  far  from  Skule-la- 
la-laland,  inMedSci.  The  Architecture 
(in  MedSci?)  class  that  was  crashed  also 
proved  unworthy 
of  our  presence. 

The  lecturer 
looked  past  us 
with  great 
contempt. 

Thanking  the 


and  our  insatiable  appetite  for  disorder  wonderous  class 


and  ruckus  was  not  to  be  quenched  so 
soon. 

We  knew  Birgeneau,  the  University 
President,  was  not  going  to  be  denied 
a show  of  his  own.  The  bnad  leedurs 
knew  what  was  next  as  Simcoe  hall  was 
at  once  filled  with  engineering  students 
and  the  bnad.  Unfortunately, 
Birgeneau  was  unable  to  keep  his 
appointement  with  the  angry  mob.  (We 
actually  had  one!)  Our  vacationing 
president  was  not  present  on  this 
glorious  day.  Unable  to  give  up,  we 
somehow  managed  to  walk  through  a 


800  of  the  University’s 
best  were  learning  how 
to  want  to  become 
doctors  in  the  infamous 
2nd  year  Biology 
lecture. 


"There  is  nothing  to  see  here.  Please  move  along. " The 
staff  in  President  Birgeneau’s  office  handle  the  Code  Red 
remarkably  well  


(and  the  victim 
of  the  Wipe-out  hardhat),  we  headed 
out  of  the  building,  zigzagging  through 
the  entire  structure,  greeting  the 
medical  science  building's 
administration  and  thanking  them  for 
subjecting  their  ears  to  our  brand  of 
musical  terrorism. 

Queen's  Park  was  the  next  target. 
Unfortunately,  it  seems  that  the  steps 
of  Queen's  Park  are  off-limits  to  the 
general  public.  In  all  the  commotion, 
we  were  forced  to  lay  down  our 
instruments  so  that  no  one  would  shot! 

We  defiantly 
chanted  out  witty 
come  backs  such  as 
"Won't  Mike  come 
out  to  play"  and 
"Don't  Kill  us."  As 
we  were  leaving, 
we  knew  we'd  left 
our  print  of  A- 
morality  from  our 
engineering  Skule. 
Wow,  we  really 
were  scared, 
(duck!) 

Forging  ahead, 


Building,  and  tried  very  hard  to  look 
for  the  invisible  engineers.  Our  honest 
rants  included  "How  do  you  get  to 
Ryerson?"  and  "too  many  70s  in  High 
school!!" 

Once  we  found  a 
few  engineers,  we 
decided  to  show 
them  our  brand  of 
Godiva  Pride  (which 
was  promptly 
ignored).  We  tried 
to  play  in  several 
engineering 
classes.. only  to  get  kicked  out  by  the 
professor  teacher. 

Leaving  the  Polytechnicity  of 
Ryerson,  we  noticed  a Theatre  School 
festering  across  the  street  with  holy 
goodness.  There  was  a sign  advertising 
the  play  taking  place  at  the  wonderous 
theatre.  But  our  climber  in  disguise  (a 
bnad  member)  decided  that 
"Devryerson  Polytechnique  University" 
was  much  more  convincing  a school 
name  for  this  institution. 

Angry  theatre  arts  students 
stormed  out  of  the  school  from  across 
the  street.  Demands  were  made  to 
have  the  name  of  the  school  changed 
back.  "Well,  I really  would  rather  not," 
was  the  climber's  reply  to  the  request. 
The  theatre  students  angrily  went  off 
somewhere  to  call  a plumber  (?)  to 
climb  up  to  the  sign  and  change  the 
lettering. 

Walking  back  to  Skule,  we  felt  the 
spirit  of  Godiva  leaving  us.  The  Atrium 
greeted  us  back  to  reality  with  soothing 
cans  of  Five  Alive. 

The  end  of  the  band's  great  ruckus 
was  felt  by  us  all. 


Vhenever  I feel  blue,  I start  breathing  again."  - Larry  Baum 
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Repercussions  of  Godiva  Week 

Iron  Chef  Competition 


The  judges  carefully  consider  the  cunning 
creations  of ...  aw  heck,  I’m  no  good  at 
alliteration 


Mr.  Blue  and  Gold  2001 


fc''  La 

Iron  Chef  Camper  team  hard  at  work 


CHRISTIAAN  is  the 
winner  of  the  2001  Mr. 
Blue  and  Gold  pageant. 
More  than  just  a pretty 
face,  he  is  shown  here 
contemplating  life's 
mysteries  in  his  boxers. 
He  likes  silk  sheets  and 
long  walks  on  the  beach, 
and  exercising  his 
Molson  Muscle. 


How  come  my  cooking  never  looks  that  good? 


B+C  Runners-Up 


The  Engineering  Rugby  team  describe  their  other  extracurricular 
activities 


Chris  works  it 


"Saturday's  a rugby  day!" 
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Interview  with  the  Pole 


In  light  of  the  Pole's  return  to 
Queen's,  the  Toike  Investigative 
Team  is  now  ready  to  release  to  the 
public  a question  and  answer 
session  held  in  the  midst  of  Godiva 
Week. 

Good  afternoon,  Pole.  Mind  if  we 
call  you  that? 

Sure.  I am,  after  all,  something 
meaningful  to  those  lousy  Queen's 
engineers,  and  yet  they  still  refer  to 
me  with  a lowercase 
"p"  as  if  I were  just 
another  inanimate 
object.  I am  really 
glad  you  capitalized 
"Pole”,  when  they  do 
that  it  makes  me  feel 
sub-human. 

I see.  Well  now 
that  you've  been  here 
for  a few  months,  can 
you  tell  us  what  you've  been  up  to 
all  this  time? 

It's  been  fairly  busy.  I spend  a lot 
of  my  time  meeting  new  and 
interesting  people;  I've  vacationed  a 
bit.  There  was  one  time  the  Lady 
Godiva  Memorial  Band  and  I were  in 
Amsterdam  in  the  red-light  district; 
and  uhhh,  well,  that  story  isn't  really 
appropriate  for  publishing.  Please 


ask  me  later  when  we're  off  the 
record. 

Anyway,  I really  like  reading 
novels.  Oh,  I just  love  taking  bubble 
baths  with  lavender  and  sipping  a 
brew  while  I watch  Hockey  Night  in 
Canada.  Let  me  tell  you,  it's  far 
better  than  being  kept  in  storage  for 
a whole  year  until  the  next  (shudders) 
grease  pole  event.  But  things  here 
have  been  good.  Aside  from  that,  on 
my  free  time 
I've  been 

watching  TV, 
doing  a bit  of 
work,  and 
playing  Euchre. 

What  TV 
shows  have  you 
been  enjoying 
here? 

I've  been 
indulging  in  the  likes  of  Iron  Chef, 
Junkyard  Wars,  and  maybe  even  a bit 
of  V Et  R;  it's  perfectly  healthy  for  a 
pole  like  me  to  enjoy  a bit  of  Y 6 R 
you  know.  They  just  don't  have  that 
kind  of  quality  entertainment  back  in 
Kingston. 

So,  give  us  the  real  scoop  on  the 
G reasepole  Event! 

Oh  god,  not  that  again!  Everyone 


"Oh,  I just  love  taking 
bubble  baths  with 
lavender  and  sipping  a 
brew  while  I watch 
Hockey  Night  in 
Canada.” 

-Pole 


The  Pole  enjoys  some  hockey  with  fellow  U of  T engineers 


wants  to  know  about  the,  "Greasepole 
Event”.  It's  always  fricken'  , 
"Greasepole  Event  this"  and 
"Greasepole  Event  that".  You  know 
what?  I'm  tired  of  hearing  all  this  crap 
and  misinformation  about  the 
Greasepole  Event.  Do  you  wanna 
know  the  truth? 

Um,  sure? 

DO  YOU  WANNA  KNOW  THE 
TRUTH? 

Yes  Pole,  we  fust  said  yes! 

WELL,  YOU  CAN'T  HANDLE  THE 
TRUTH!!!!! 

We  can’t? 

Sorry  guys,  I'm  still  a little  touchy 
about  things.  You  know  45  years  of 


solitary  confinement  at  Queen  s of  all 
places  will  do  that  to  a pole.  It's  just 
that  they  lock  me  up  for  a year  at  a 
time,  then  take  me  out  and  grope  me. 
I feel  like  a whore.  I feel  dirty!  I'm 
sorry  I erupted  at  you.  You  guys  are 
really  the  best. 

It’s  ok,  we  understand  that  what 
Queen's  does  to  you  is  hard  to  deal 
with.  Please  continue. 

Do  you  know  why  it's  called  the 
"grease"  pole  event?  First  off,  I don't 
get  greased  before  the  event  at  all! 
Anyone  telling  you  that  is  just 
completely  lying!  Have  you  ever 
SMELLED  a Queen's  Engineer?  PHEW! 

Continued  on  back  page 


* * * * 

Pole  returned  to  Queen's 

Continued  from  page  1 

King's  sign  for  use  as  a replacement  pole.  I can't  stand  it 
anymore.  I need  to  put  the  spirit  back  into  those  hapless 
engineers." 

It  was  after  this  decision  that  the  Pole  was  then  erected 
in  the  atrium  in  the  Sanford  Fleming  Kingston.  The  Pole 
has  never  in  fact  entered  the  Benson  building  as  the  Varsity 
newspaper  states.  (For  this  reason  the  staff  of  the  Toike 
Oike  can  and  must  draw  the  conclusion  that  the  informants 
of  the  Varsity  as  well  as  the  staff  of  the  Varsity  are  on 
smack,  crack  or  some  other  kind  of  weird  smack-crack 
hybrid.  If  ever  approached  by  an  informant  or  staff  of  the 
Varsity  please  tread  with  extreme  caution,  as  it  is  unsure 
what  words  they  might  make  up  or  stuff  in  your  mouth 
and  then  write  down  with  stylish  fountain  pens  on  their 
elegant  pads  of  clean  paper  that  they  have  in  luxurious 
abundance  due  to  their  selfish  money-hoarding 
techniques.) 

In  the  early  morning  of  Thursday,  January  18th,  a band 
of  Queen’s  engineers  calling  themselves  the  dirty  thirty' 
showed  up  in  force  to  reclaim  the  Pole.  They  were  met 
with  no  resistance  and  quickly  moved  the  Pole  into  their 
truck.  Soon,  the  band  of  engineers  were  recounting  their 
tall  tales  of  glory  to  the  poor  peons  of  Kingston.  To  quote 
the  Golden  Words,  "The  one  thing  is...  it  almost  seemed 
like  they  were  fed  up  of  hiding  the  pole  and  wanted  us  to 
have  it." 

Apparently,  there  is  one  clueful  (clueful,  the  opposite 
of  clueless)  engineer  in  Queen  s who  realizes  the  truth. 
Rest  assured  that  if  it  was  not  the  Pole's  intention  to  return 
to  Queen's,  he  simply  would  not  have  gone.  The  Pole 
sacrificed  his  own  well-being  for  Engineering  Spirit  as  a 
whole,  and  for  that  U of  T Engineering  will  always  regard 
the  Pole  in  high  esteem. 

The  occasion  is,  of  course,  sad.  SKULE™  no  longer 
possesses  the  pole,  but  we  have  also  gained  a very 
important  piece  of  information.  Queen's  engineers  have 
now  been  exposed  for  what  they  truly  are:  just  Artsies 
without  their  pole. 

©2001  Thorstar  Media 


odiva’s  Crown  winner  Z001 


KIRSTEN  is  the  inaugural 
winner  of  the  2001 
Godiva's  Crown  'iron 
woman'  competition. 
Although  shown  here 
with  a large  hammer,  she 
knows  that  being  able  to 
handle  your  tool  is  just  as 
important  as  its  size.  She 
likes  sawing  and 
hammering,  and  doing 
the  splits. 


"Sunday  is  a day  of  rest..." 
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Looking  for  love  In  all  file  wrong  pk 


Love  advice  from 

Hard  Love 


Dear  Hard  Love, 

For  our  six-month  anniversary  I 
gave  my  boyfriend  a bouquet  of 
roses.  I thought  he  would 
appreciate  the  flowers  as  a 
romantic  gesture,  but  he  didn't 
take  it  that  way.  He  threw  me  out 
of  his  house  and  told 
me  that  I didn't 
understand  him. 

What  did  I do  wrong? 

Valentines  day  is 
coming  up  and  I 
have  no  idea  what 
to  buy  the  guy.  Please 
help! 

-Prince  Charming 


is  always  bitching  about  my 
grammar  (she's  an  English  major). 
It  kind  of  pisses  me  off,  but  the  sex 
is  great.  What  do  I do? 

-Grammatically- Incorrect 
Lover  Boy 


Dear  PC, 

Since  you're  obviously 
completely  clueless,  I'll  let  you  in 
on  a little  secret:  guys  don't  like 
getting  flowers.  Flowers  are  meant 
to  illicit  some  sort  of  emotion. 
Guys  don't  generally  go  for  that.  So 
what  do  guys  want?  Power  tools. 
Nothing  says  "I  love  you”  like  a 
chainsaw  or  a compound  box  miter. 


Dear  GILB, 

I would  have  thrown  out  your 
letter  due  to  poor,  almost 
incomprehensible  spelling,  but 
after  extensive 
editing  I was  able  to 
make  some  sense  of 
it.  (Why  exactly 
did  you  choose  to 
spell  sex  with 
three  k's?) 
Basically,  you  have 
the  English  language 
skills  of  a reasonably 
intelligent  mongoose,  and 
quite  frankly  it  pisses  me  off 
too.  I think  it  would  piss 
everyone  off.  It's  not  just  your 
girlfriend.  My  advice  is  as  long  as 
you're  getting  some,  put  up  with 
the  grammar  corrections,  and  for 
everyone's  sake,  learn  how  to  spell. 


Dear  Hard  Love, 

Are  my  thighs  too  fat?  And 
would  "Are  my  thighs  to  fat?”  make 
an  amazing  title  for  a country/ 
western  song? 

-Aspirin g Model 


Dear  Hard  Love, 

One  of  my  chemistry  TA's 
reminds  me  of  an  ewok.  Normally 
it  would  gross  me  out,  but  lately  I 
feel  more  turned  on  than  anything 
else.  What  should  I do? 

-Ewok  Lover 


Dear  AM, 

Yes.  And  Yes. 


Dear  Hard  Love, 

My  girlfriend  is  an  artsy  and  she 


Dear  Ewok  Girl, 

The  best  argument  I have 
against  dating  an  ewok  is  this:  do 
you  really  want  any  potential 
children  you  have  to  look  even 
remotely  like  him?  No.  Plus  the 
most  romantic  thing  he  can 
probably  say  is  "lub  dub".  Run  -- 
don't  walk  --  away. 


Love  advice  from 


Your  Favourite  Profs* 

* Not  really 


Dear  Professors, 

My  girlfriend  and  I have  been 
dating  for  over  2 years  now,  then 
suddenly  the  other  day  she  came  up 
to  me  and  said  she  just  can’t  be 
with  me  anymore.  She  told  me 
there  was  just  zero  attraction 
between  us  now  and  she  needed  to 
find  someone  else.  What  can  I do 
to  get  her  back? 

- Lonely 


Dear  Professors, 

My  girlfriend  and  I have  been 
together  even  since  Junior  High,  I 
love  her  very  much  and  want  to  marry 
her.  Twice  now  I have  propossed,  but 
she  says  that  she  does  not  want  to 
get  married.  I am  very  scared  that  I 
will  never  get  married  and  that  I will 
die  alone.  To  me  this  is  the  worst 
thing  imaginable,  can  you  please  give 
me  some  advice? 

- Scared 


Dear  Lonely, 

your  girlfriend  must  be  an  idiot 
if  she  does  not  know  Coulomb's  Law, 
that  all  bodies  electrically  attract 
each  other.  Do  they  not  teach  you 
that  in  Kindergarten  anymore?  I 
suggest  you  move  on  to  someone 
with  half  a brain. 

- S.  Dmitrevsky 


LGMB  invades 


Matt  Leaner,  Toike  Investigative  Team 

After  conquering  most  of  the  free 
world,  the  Bnad  felt  that  it  was  time  to 
set  its  sights  on  romance.  (Hell,  it  is  the 
Valentine  s Toike. ) To  combat  the  fact  that 
the  Bnad  is  without  companionship,  the 
Bnad  decided  to  invade  a Third  Year  Indy. 
Not  just  any  Third  Year  Indy,  mind  you, 
but  a specific  third  year  Sndy. 

The  initial  assault  was  completed  at 
SUDS  when  the  Bnad  asked  the  specific 
Indy  if  it  was  busy,  and  if  it  would  like  to 
go  with  the  Bnad  for  dinner.  The  Sndy  was 
taken  aback,  it  had  not  been  asked  to 
dinner  since  everyone  heard  the  rumour 
that  it  was  into  bestiality  (well,  the 
Godiva's  Hymn  verse  does  say  that 
lndys...well  you  know...with  dogs...so 
much),  but  was  feeling  a bit  hungry,  so  it 
decided  to  go  for  dinner. 

The  bnad  lead  the  Indy  to  Franky’s  Hot 
Dog  stand  (the  first  of  many  dating  faux 
pas  that  night)  and  order  a German 
sausage,  while  the  Indy  ordered  a Veggie 
dog  (the  second  of  many  dating  faux  pas, 

I mean,  who  wants  to  date  someone  that 
doesn't  eat  meat?... if  you  know  what  I 
mean.  You  don’t?  Well,  you're  a Grade  A 
moron  if  you  haven't  heard  of  the  food 
chain!). 

The  invasion  continued  at  the  Eaton 
center  where  the  band  went  Dutch  on  a 
"movie’'  on  the  "big"  screen.  Allowing  the 
Sndy  to  pick  the  movie  (faux  pas  U 3)  they 


3rd  year  Indy 

/vere  treateato  the  comedy  styling  of 


were  treated"  to  the  comedy  styling  of 
Pauly  Shore  in  Bio  Dome.  The  Indy 
laughed,  the  Bnad  didn't  get  it. 

The  Bnad  needed  a drink... 

The  Indy  needed  a drink... 

Luckily  neither  one  of  them 
mentioned  it  each  other,  because  just 
what  the  world  needs  is  a drunken  Bnad 
and  Indy  falling  into  bed  together,  i mean 
really,  think  of  the  children  that  would 
produce,  loud  and  useless  both  at  the 
same  time...hmmm,  maybe  that's  where 
the  Varsity  editorial  staff  came  from. 

The  Bnad,  needing  to  dance,  and  the 
Indy,  who  needed  to  stare  at  flashing 
lights,  continued  their  evening  at  a local 
discotheque,  namely  the  Brunny  (#4). 
Upon  entering  they  realized  that  it  was 
Rockin'  Irene  Night,  the  first  thing  they 
did  right  all  night. 

Listening  to  the  crooning  of  Irene,  the 
Bnad  felt  the  need  to  shake  its  groove 
thang.  The  Indy,  not  wanting  to  be 
outdone,  started  to  bust  a move.  After  5 
minutes  of  this  the  Bnad  and  the  Indy 
stopped  and  stared  at  each  other.  How 
could  they  continue  this  date?  They  were 
just  so  incompatible!  I mean  really,  who 
really  busts  a move  nowadays?  The  Bnad 
and  the  Indy  said  good  night.  The  Indy 
started  to  walk  home,  but  forgot  where 
it  lived,  so  is  now  squatting  under  a bridge 
near  the  Don  River,  and  the  Bnad  went 
home  alone  to  polish  its  brass. 


^ In  this  Valentine  instalment  of 

your  ^avourite  erotic  saga,  Crystal 
finds  true  love  extremely  early  on  in 
her  relationship  with  DrEaMtEaR. 
However,  being  ever  the  quick  one, 
she  breaks  things  off  prematurely  but 
m ber  partner  doesn’t  know  when  to 
- j J quit.  This  behaviour  follows  a very 
y ^ typical  relationship  path  that  many 

'ANYONE  WHO  I^RTICIPATES  IN  can  identify  with.  Although  things 
CYBERSEX  SHOULD  BE  RIDICULED."  broke  off  in  the  end,  Crystal  is 

definitely  feeling  the  effects  of  her 
months  of  relations  with  various  netizens.  As  a result,  she  is  seriously- 
considering  changing  her  name  permanently  to  cRyStAl  in  order  to  better 
blend  in. 


Please  send  your  constructive  criticism  to  toike@skule.ca. 

Session  Start: 


Dear  Scared, 

You  should  not  be  frightened  of 
never  getting  married,  it  not  a flaw. 
Some  of  the  greatest  people  our 
world  knows  never  married!  One  of 
such  fellows  was  the  great  Robert 
Hooke  (1635  - 1703).  Without 
marrying  he  still  managed  to  create 
one  of  the  greatest  publications  of 
all  time,  De  potentia  Testitutiva, 
containing  the  worlds  greatest  theory, 
UtTensio  Sic  Vis.  Indeed  Robert  Hooke 
was  a brilliant  man,  follow  his 
example,  love  will  only  make  you 
weak. 

- AT  Collins 


<DrEaMtEaR>  hi  im  22/male  from  Toronto..are  you  from  round  TO  too?  :) 

<DrEaMtEaR>  not  meaning  to  bother  tho.. 

<Crystal>  I'm  20/f/toronto 
<DrEaMtEaR>  ah..hi  im  Dave  btw 

* DrEaMtEaR  kisses  your  hand  ;) 

* Crystal  kisses  your  cheek. 

<DrEaMtEaR>  ‘blush*  could  definatly  use  that  right  now... 

* Crystal  starts  sucking  dreamtear's  cock. 

<DrEaMtEaR>  mmmreally  am  hard... 

* Crystal  takes  a bite. 

<DrEaMtEaR>  what  do  you  look  like,  if  i may  ask?  im  G'3  blue  eyes,  dark  brown  short  hair.,  a 
bit  overweight..ok  looking.. 

<Crystal>  You  don't  understand,  I just  took  a bite  out  of  your  penis.  You're  circumsised  now. 
<DrEaMtEaR>  bah  ‘shrugs*  been  that  way  already  a bit  too  late  :P 

<Crystal>  Yes,  but  I extended  the  preliminary  work.  It's  realy  cut  in  half  now...  Doesn't  that 
hurt? 

<DrEaMtEaR>  prolly  not  :P  it  seems  just  fine 
<Crystal>  But  there's  blood  everywhere! 

<DrEaMtEaR>  I dont  see  any  :P 
<Crystal>  You're  loony! 

Session  Close: 

Session  Start: 

<DrEaMtEaR>  I see  a blanket...pjs...seems  fine  :P 
<DrEaMtEaR>  so  im  told  ;) 

<Crystal>  Damn  then! 

Session  Close: 

Session  Start: 

<DrEaMtEaR>  lol  ‘shrugs*  I didnt  msg  you  for  that  ya  know  :P  I didnt  mean  to  bug  was  bored 
:P 

<Crystal>  that's  ok,  as  long  as  there  are  no  hard  feeling  after  I bit  your  cock  then  it's  all  good. 
Session  Close:  © 2001  Thorstar  Medic 


What  is  love?  Baby  don't  hurt  me! 


BAD  TASTE  ALERT  You  may  not  find  this  funny,  and  nobody's  forcing  you  to  read  it 


Volume  #94  No. 6 


THE  TOIKE  PIKE 


Page  7 


Top  8 Ways  to  Increase 
your  Haul  at  the 
Charity  Date  Auction 

Danny  Sundararajan,  Studmeister 
With  the  Charity  Date  Auction 
looming  quickly,  those  of  you 
brave  enough  to  parade  yourselves 
may  wonder  how  to  increase  the 
amount  of  money  (for  charity,  of 
course).  Thus  here  are  the  eight 
ways  to  increase  your  price.  And 
if  you  think  only  doing  a list  of 
eight  is  wussing  out,  screw  you, 
you’re  not  the  one  putting  your 
ass  on  the  line  everyday.  And  I'm 
not  out  of  order,  you’re  out  of 
order,  the  whole  freak'n  system's 
out  of  order,  you  want  the  truth, 
you  want  the  truth,  you  can't 
handle  the  truth,  because  when 
you  put  your  hand  in  a pile  of  goo, 
it  was  your  best  friends  face;  you'll 
know  what  to  do...  Forget  it  Marge, 
its  Chinatown.  [What?!  -Ed.] 


1 . Come  dressed  as  Godiva  or 
Joe  E.  Skule 

2.  Indicate  your  vocation  as 
grandmaster  of  funk 

3.  Say  that  you’re  personal 
friends  with  the  Toike  Editur 

4.  Say  you're  the  reason  the 
pole  left  Skule™ 

5.  Point  out  that  you’re  a 
Bnad  member  (this  is  a good  thing 
at  all  times) 

6.  Come  dressed  as  your 
favourite  Backstreet  Boy  or 
Britney  Spears 

7.  Promise  whoever  buys  you 
that  they  will  get  all  the 
BEvERages  they  could  ever  want 

8.  Come  with  bells  on 
(literally  of  course!) 


Of  course  with  that,  you  need 
to  be  cautioned  about  the  pitfalls 
that  will  require  you  to  be  sold  for 
5 cents  and  penny  candy. 

Top  5 Ways  to  Kill  Your 
Chances  at  the  Charity  Date 
Auction: 

1 . Come  dressed  as  an  artsie 

2.  Indicate  your  vocation  as  a 
writer  for  the  Varsity 

3.  Say  that  you’re  personal 
friends  with  Adam  Bretholz 
(current  SAC  Prez) 

4.  Eng  Sci  Flrosh 

5.  Member  of  the  Blues 
Football  Team 


V 

V 


2. 

3. 


4. 


The  Game  of  Love 

This  one's  pretty  simple.  Two  people  take  it  in  relative  secrecy 
and  then  compare  results.  Give  yourselves  one  point  for  each 
match.  This  is  a serious  test,  and  should  be  as  good  a judge 
of  general  character  as  an  astrological  chart.  NOTE:  whenever 
I say  "boyfriend"  I mean  either  "boyfriend"  or  "girlfriend"  or  "life 
partner"  or  "whatever".  Now  have  some  fun. 

What  is  the  most  important  quality  in  a boyfriend? 
a.  Honesty  b.  Lack  ot  intelligence 

c.  Subservience  d.  Ownership  of  a car  with  a truly 
hillarious  vanity  licence  plate 
What  do  you  like  doing  on  a Friday  night? 
a.  SUDS  b.  Ciub 

c.  Euchre  \ d.  Surf  the  Internet  for  "recipes" 

When  you  are  playing  Monopoly,  and  you  pass 
GO,  what  do  you  say? 

a.  "I'll  take  cash  for  $200,  Alex"  b.  "Show  me  the  money" 

c.  "Cha-Chfng!"  d.  "Look  out  Bill  Gates." 

What  would  you  say  is  the  “evil  empire"? 


a.  The  Empire  in  Star  Wars  b.  The  Varsity 
c.  Microsoft  d.  Indigo  book  stores 

5.  The  one  thing  that  pisses  you  off  the  most  is... 

a.  Poor  grammar  b.  Bad  grammar 
c.  Abhorrent  grammar  d.  Ghastly  grammar 


9 

V 


O 


6.  When  you  are  on  a date,  you  place  the  greatest  emphasis  on... 

a.  Looking  your  best  b.  Good  manners 

c.  Conversation  d.  Lip-locking 

7.  Your  favourite  publication  on  campus  is... 

a.  The  Toike  Oike  b.  The  Toike 

c.  That  damn  engineering  comedy  newspaper 

d.  The  Cannon's  funnier  (and  much  sexier)  cousin 

8.  You  first  notice  a potential  boyfriend  because  he... 

a.  is  hot  as  hell  b.  is  "Deep" 

c.  can  throw  knives  d.  has  a pulse 

9.  Would  you  ever  date  an  engineer? 

a.  Yes  b.  Most  definitely 

c.  No  d.  EwwwNo 

1 0.  What  do  you  think  is  the  best  compliment  you  can 
pay  your  boyfriend? 

a.  "You  look  good  tonight,  honey." 

b.  "You're  way  smarter  than  that  coyote  guy.  You  know,  the 
one  that's  always  trying  to  eat  Road  Runner.  Yeah.  Him." 

c.  "Looks  don't  matter" 

d.  "You  have  the  biggest  drill  I've  ever  seen." 


Scoring 

10+  Well,  you  can't  say 
much  about  perfection. 

8-9  Mostly  likely  going  to 
get  hitched. 

6-7  Most  likely  going  to 
get  hitched,  but  it 
will  end  in  a painful 
(financially)  divorce. 

4-5  You're  probably  going 
to  get  around  the  bases. 

2-3  Give  up  now. 

0-1  Did  you  just  meet  the 
person  you're  taking 
this  with. 


Pathetic  Engineering  Geek  Stori es 


The  next  day  in  class  he 
ended  an  output  state- 
ment with  endl  rather 
than  /n.  It  was  like  he 
was  begging  me  to  ask  a 
question. 


in  fi rst  year  comp.  I had  a 
major  crush  on  my  prof.  There 
just  something  so 
beautiful  about  his  diego 
mustache  and  greasy  hair. 


I finally 
decided  I would 
try  to  impress 
him.  And  I was 
going  to  do  it 
by  asking  him  a 
tricky  question 
about  C++.  I 
was  just  so 
desperate  for 
him  to  notice 
me. 


All  my  friends  started 
calling  me  "carriage 
return".  To  this  day  I 
can’t  write  a call  to 
cout  without  crying. 


me,  sir7\ 
but  you  can’t 
use  endl  because 
we  haven't 
declared  it  as  a 
string  variable, 


He  turned  around  and  looked 
at  me.  Directly  at  me.  I 
though  I was  going  to  melt  on 
the  spot.  Then  he  said  the 
words  I’ll  never  forget. 


"in  C++,  endl 
and  /n  have 
exactly  the 
same  meaning. 
You're  an  Eng 
Sci.  You  should 
know  this  stuff 
by  now.  Maybe 
you  should  try 
remedial  C." 


The  next  time  someone  says  they  scored,  remember  that  in  tennis,  a score  of  Love  means  zero! 
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Ye  Grande  Olde  Chariot  Race  2001: 


Thousands  of  people  look  on  as  judges  Paul  Graham  (left),  Matt  Staikos 
and  Ken  McNeil  brief  the  charioteers 


The  Mech  chariot,  and  both  of  its  pushers 


Eng  Sci  hired  the  Varsity  football  team  to  play  their  defense.  They  did  better  at 
the  chariot  race  than  at  football 


The  Contenders 


ECE  practices  their  battlecry  on  the  way  to 
the  field.  (Represent!) 


The  LGMB  lightening  the  bloodthirsty  mood 


I think  this  is  the  Flrosh  chariot.  This  was  the  only  time  I saw  it 


"ECE?"  -Ken,  taking  attendance  of  all  the  chariots 
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Mauled,  mangled,  MAN  what  a time! 


The  Action 


EARTH-SHATTERING  KABOOM! 


UNOFFICIAL 

results 


CJh,  guys...  congrats  and  everything,  but  the  finish  line  doesn't  extend  past 
that  milk  crate! 


The  aftermath:  man,  he 
looks  wrecked 


Matt  Staikos,  Blue  and  Gold  Chair,  has  not  yet  released  the 
official  winners  of  the  2001  Chariot  Race.  To  tide  you  over 
until  then,  here  is  the  order  that  the  top  chariots  crossed 
the  finish  line: 

i.  The  Cannon:  Our  mighty  Skule™  mascot  started  the 
race  off,  so  there  was  really  no  competition. 

1 . The  LGMB:  The  Bnad  always  wins  the  Chariot  Race. 
And  don’t  you  forget  it. 

2.  Mech:  They  were  able  to  cross  the  finish  line  first, 
even  after  realizing  they  didn’t  really  know  where  it 
was. 

e.  Me:  Even  on  the  rough  ice,  I was  able  to  stay  on  my 
feet  long  enough  to  take  a picture  or  two. 

3.  Eng  Sci:  Far  behind  the  Mechs,  Eng  Sci  still  made  an 
impressive  run  to  edge  out  the  next  chariot. . . 

4.  ECE:  Those  monstrous  wheels  made  the  going  easy 
early  on  for  ECE,  but  they  also  attracted  hundreds  of 
tacklers  when  it  came  down  to  the  wire. 

I point  out  again  that  these  are  NOT  the  official  results! 

The  judges  still  have  to  review  the  tapes  and  figure  out  if 
anyone  violated  any  rules...  and  if  anyone  can  convince  the 
judges  that  another  team  violated  a rule  or  two. 


"Yep,  we're  here."  -Matt,  all  by  himself 
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Duct  tape  - it’s  what  holds  the  woXT  together 

twok.ua^ 


BY  LEAH  MCLAREN,  ARTS  REPORTER 
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What  is  it  about  duct  tape 
that  inspires  such  passion 
in  the  human  heart?  Nos- 
talgia, certainly.  Who  hasn't 
sported  a silver  tab  on  the  toe  of 
their  shoe?  And  duct  tape  is  the  lazy 
man’s  security  blanket.  When  we 
plan  to  get  to  something  tomorrow, 
we  duct  tape  it  today.  And  yet . . . 

Later  this  month,  Tim  Nymark 
and  Jim  Berg,  The  Duct  Guys  from 
the  home-improvement  TV  show, 
Gimme  Shelter,  will  descend  on  To- 
ronto’s Fall  Home  Show,  metallic 
rolls  in  hand.  The  brothers-in-law, 
who  hail  from  the  American  Mid- 
west, have  sold  nearly  one  million 
copies  of  their  Duct  Tape  series 
books,  including  October’s  Jumbo 
Book  of  Duct  Tape  (464  pages). 

“The  nice  thing  about  duct  tape,” 
Nymark  has  said,  “is  that  is  comes 
with  no  instructions,  so  it  doesn’t 
limit  your  creativity.”  Invented  by 


BRIAN  GABLE/ THE  GLOBE  AND  MAIL 
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the  U.S.  military  during  the  Second 
World  War  to  keep  moisture  out  of 
ammunition  cases,  duct  tape  was 
so  handy  that  the  army  took  to 
using  it  to  fix  cars  and  guns.  After 
the  war,  it  was  used  to  hold  heating 
and  air-conditioning  ducts  to- 
gether. 

But  today,  it  has  become  a fash- 
ion statement,  as  affluent  teens 
across  the  continent  slap  it  over  the 
toes  of  their  beloved  Converse  One 
Stars  and  on  their  carefully  ripped 
jeans  in  a effort  to  achieve  that 
fashionable  anti-fashion  look.  At 
Tap'e  ’ This  (found  at 
www.astroatlas.com/wicateach), 
Sacramento,  Calif.,  high-school  stu- 
dent Kathleen  McFarlin  hawks  her 
own  custom  line  of  duct-tape  cloth- 
ing. For  the  cost  of  postage,  materi- 
als and  a small  labour  fee,  McFarlin 
will  construct  durable  garments 
(including  pants,  jackets,  evening 
gowns  and  corsets)  from  the  most 
functional  material  known  to  hu- 
mankind. 


Why  does  she  do  it?  “I  started 
this  as  kind  of  a hobby,”  she  writes 
on  her  site.  “It’s  a creative  way  to 
express  my  love  for  duct  tape.” 

If  simply  wearing  it  seems  too 
small  a tribute,  Stoddart  Canada  re- 
cently published  a more  compre- 
hensive guide  — Ductigami : The 
Art  of  the  Tape — for  making  every- 
thing from  a duct-tape  shower 
curtain /tablecloth /poncho  (three 
uses  in  one)  to  a lunchbox. 

The  CBC’s  own  Red  Green  might 
be  this  country’s  patron  saint  of 
duct  tape.  The  comic  handyman  is 
set  to  begin  shooting  a movie  this 
year  called  Duct  Tape  Forever.  And 
the  Hamilton,  Ont.,  comedian  be- 
hind the  persona,  Steve  Smith,  has 
agreed  to  act  as  spokesperson  for 
3M  Canada’s  Scotch  duct  tape. 

Our  constant  need  for  the  stuff, 
Smith  told  a St.  Louis  newspaper 
last  week,  is  a metaphorical  rebut- 
tal of  the  notion  “that  all  problems 
in  the  human  condition  can  be 
solved  forever." 
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Toike  Joikes 


With  special  guest  joikester, 
Antonio  Antonopoulos 

A man  boards  an  airplane  and 
takes  his  seat.  As  he  settles  in,  he 
glances  up  and  sees  the  most 
beautiful  woman  boarding  the 
plane.  He  soon  realizes  that  she  is 
headed  straight  toward  his  seat.  A 
wave  of  nervous  anticipation 
washes  over  him. 

Lo  and  behold,  she  takes  the 
seat  right  beside  his.  Anxious  to 
strike  up  a conversation,  he  blurts 
out,  "So  where  are  you  flying  to 
today?"  She  turns  and  smiles  and 
says,  "To  the  annual 
Nymphomaniac  Convention  in 
Chicago." 

Whoa!  He  swallows  hard  and 
is  instantly  CRAZED  with  excitement. 
Here's  the  most  gorgeous  woman 
he's  ever  seen,  sitting  right  next  to 
him,  and  she's  going  to  a meeting 
of  nymphomaniacs! 

Struggling  to  maintain  his 
outward  cool,  he  calmly  asks,  "And 
what's  your  role  at  this  convention?" 
She  flips  her  long  hair  back,  turns 
to  him,  looks  into  his  eyes,  and 
says, 

"Well,  I try  to  debunk  some  of 
the  popular  myths  about  sexuality." 

"Really,"  he  says,  swallowing 
hard,  again.  "And  what  myths  are 
those?"  She  explains:  "Well,  one 
popular  myth  is  that  African 
American  men  are  the  most  well- 
endowed,  when,  in  fact,  it  is  the 
Native  American  who  is  most  likely 
to  possess  this  trait.  Another 
popular  myth  is  that  Frenchmen  are 
the  best  lovers,  when  actually  it  is 
men  of  Jewish  descent  who  romance 
women  best,  on  average." 

"Very  interesting,"  the  man 
responds.  Suddenly,  the  woman 
becomes  very  embarrassed,  and 
blushes.  "I'm  sorry,"  she  says,  "I  feel 
so  awkward  discussing  this  with 
you,  and  I don't  even  know  your 
name."  The  man  extends  his  hand 
and  replies,  "Tonto,  Tonto 
Goldstein." 

© © © 

A cop  on  horseback  is  at  a 
traffic  light,  and  next  to  him  is  a kid 
on  his  bike.  The  cop  says  to  the  kid, 
"Nice  bike  you  got  there.  Santa 
bring  that  to  you?" 

The  kid  says,  "Yeah." 

The  cop  says,  "Tell  Santa  next 
year  to  put  a taillight  on  that  bike." 

The  kid  says,  "Nice  horse  you 
got  there.  Did  Santa  bring  that  to 
you?" 

The  cop  says,  "Yeah." 

The  kid  says,  "Well,  tell  Santa 
next  year  to  put  the  dick 
underneath  the  horse,  instead  of 
on  top!" 

© © © 

A universtiy  prof  reminded  her 
class  of  the  final  exam  that  would 
be  given  the  final  day.  She  told  the 
class  that  there  would  be  no 
excuses  for  not  showing  up,  except 
for  serious  injury,  or  illness,  or 
death  in  the  immediate  family. 

A smart-ass  jock  in  the  back  of 
the  room  asked,  '"What  about 
extreme  sexual  exhaustion?"  The 
entire  class  did  its  best  to  stifle  their 
laughter  and  snickering.  When 
silence  was  restored,  the  teacher 
smiled  sympathetically  at  the 
student,  shook  her  head,  and 
sweetly  said,  "Not  a valid  excuse. 
You  can  write  with  the  other  hand." 


WHI5RIE  Tl-ll5*iJ!  I5EGANVH.UE? 
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ers  embark  on  an  epic  journey  across  the  frozen 
i the  di^ant  land  of  Eganville.  John,  Frank  and 
y«,themselves  with  California  Flrosh,  armed  only 
heir  rugged  good  looks  and  boyish  grins.  Together 
they  prepare  to  take  on  the  united  forces  of  the  Lesser  Universities. 


Chapter  2:  Was  our  trunk  so  fi 

[Ed.  rfote ^ In  case  you  couldn’t  checked  all  the  doors, 


tell,  the: pi-rates  went  to  ESSCO  enough  they  were  unloci 
before  wWjaEt;  Queens  tfieir  pole 


back.] 

By  now  it'was  about  2:00  am. 
We  headed  past  the  large  window 
with  a Queens'  engineer's  nipple 
pressed  against  the  glass  inside,  and 
headed  over  to  the  campfire  and  the 
drunken  engineers.  The  fact  that 
they  were  drunk  seemed  kind  of 
unfair  to  us,  so  we  quickly  helped 
ourselves  to  some  beer,  after  first 
telling  the  Flrosh  to  go  to  bed.  Some 
of  the  students  of  inferior  schools 
rudely  commented  that  we  Skule 
Engineers  couldn't  even  make  it  to  a 
conference  on  time.  We  politely 
apologized,  explaining  that  Friday 
was  trophy  polishing  day,  and  that 
had  become  a lot  more  work 
recently.  "By  the  way,"  we  asked, 
"does  anyone  know  how  to  get 
grease  off  a 24'  steel  pole?”  That  shut 
them  up. 

All  the  other  'engineers'  shortly 
went  to  bed,  leaving  us  all  alone, 
and  giving  us  the  perfect  opportunity 


took  pity  on  them,  and 
am  came  around  we  we' 
with  all  goods 
untouched. 

The  bastards 
woke  us  up  at  8:00, 
so  we  dranlj  a 
hearty  breakfast 
and  were  ready  for 
the  day's  activities. 

Apparently  there 
was  some  meeting 
or  something,  so 
John  and  Flrosh 
held  the  fort  while 
Johnny  and  Frank 
went  to  town  for  fuel  (beer).  We 
spotted  a gas  station,  but  decided 
to  see  if  we  could  make  it  to  the 
next  one  just  for  old  times'  sake. 
We  managed  to  make  it,  and  as  we 
filled  up,  Frank  noticed  a man  with 
a contraption  on  his  arm.  He 
informed  Johnny  to  look  at  the  man's 
left  hand it  was  a hook.  Arrgh. 

We  stopped  at  the  LCBO  and 
started  speaking 


he  way  up? 

lire  security.  We  told  them  that's  Kk, 
it  we  since  they  don't  have  a mascot 
flfeither.  Being  generous  gentlemeiwe 


gave  them  some  "Friends  Don't  Let 


Man,  lookit  all  that  loot!!  But  what’s  that,  duct  tape? 

(That’s  called  foreshadowing.  If  you  don't  set  it  yet,  come 
back  next  month.) __ 

for  mayhem.  We  placed  a few  choice  restarted.  They  were  boring.  We 
decorations  around  the  place,  and  started  talking  to  the  Queenies  about 
eyed  all  the  unguarded  goods.  Had  mascot  security  and  they  told  us  the 
the  Queenies  learned  nothing?  We  sad  tale  of  how  they  don't  have  any 


Queens  Ensineermsaelesation,  with  an  obvious  case 
of  mascot  envy,  drownin g t heir  sorrows  with  the  pi  rates 

Friends  go  to  Queen's”  t-shirts,  with 
pi  inscribed  on  the  shoulders.  They 
thanked  us  so  kindly  that  we  decided 
to  invite  some  of  them  to  SUDS  for 
beer  and  foolishness,  and  we  expect 
them  to  get  back  to  us  on  that. 

The  rest  of  the  night  was  fairly 
routine;  we  had  one  or  two  (right) 
more  drinks,  and  socialized  with  the 
lesser  engineers,  fostering  peace  and 
good  will  among  the  Universities.  As 
with  the  friendly  this  was  going  on,  we  noticed  the 
staff.  They  various  unsecured  objects  we  had 
understood  our  noticed  earlier  were  disappearing  at 
intentions  and  a prodigious  rate.  Once  we  were 
sold  us  $5  wine,  done  packing  we  headed  back  inside 
Since  they  for  some  more  drinking, 
wanted  a The  party  continued  until  about 

souvenir  from  4:00  in  the  morning.  Some  people 
our  Noble  Skule,  had  fallen  asleep,  but  others  were 
we  gave  the  sobering  up,  and  had  started  looking 
some  stickers  to  for  all  the  unsecured  objects  they 
be  posted  in  the  had  carelessly  misplaced  earlier  on 
store.  Soon  after  in  the  night.  Right  about  then  we 
we  arrived  back  remembered  some  things  we  had  to 
at  the  conference  do  back  home,  and  quickly  got  into 
the  meetings  the  car  to  leave. 

Check  next  issue  for  the 
gripping  finale!  Chapter  3: 
Praise  Be  the  Duct  Thpe! 
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Whoever  sends  me  the  funniest  saying  I can  use  to  fill  this  space  might  WIN  SOMETHING!  I'm  serious! 


Page  1 2 


THE  TOIKC  PIKE 


Volume  #94  No. 6 


Interview  with  the  Pole 


Continued  from  page  5 
SMELLED  a Queen's  Engineer?  PHEW! 
By  the  time  they've  finished  climbing 
me  I'm  pretty  fucking  greased! 
Sweet  Geezus!  What  savages.  They 
need  a few  lessons  in  hygiene,  let 
alone  engineering. 

Wow!  We  weren't  aware  of  that 
at  all. 

Yeah  well  most 
people  aren't.  Let's 
just  move  on,  ok? 

I'm  tired  of  thinking 
about  that  stuff.  I 
much  prefer  dealing 
with  what  I've  been 
doing  here. 

You  mentioned 
that  you  were  doing 
work.  What  kind  of  work  might 
that  be? 

Well,  ever  since  my  return,  I have 
begun  learning  some  REAL 
engineering.  I've  been  ripping 
through  the  textbooks  and  course 
material  like  it's  SUDS  beer.  (I've  been 


ripping  through  that  as  well. ) It's  as 
if  a veil  has  been  lifted  from  my 
eyes,  and  I am  only  seeing  the  world 
for  what  it  is  now  for  the  first  time. 
Everything  I learned,  I learned  from 
SKULF“.  You  wouldn't  believe  the 
laughable  kind  of  engineering  they 
teach  at  Queen's.  They  never  taught 
me  anything. 
That's  why  I 
love  you  guys 
so  very  much; 
you  treat  me 
like  a real 
person. 

Been 
socializing 
much? 

Oh  yea...  you  bet.  There  are 
definitely  benefits  of  living  in  such  a 
large  city  like  Toronto.  The  pool  of 
lovely  ladies  is  by  far  superior  to  that 
snobbish  kind  of  rabble  they  have  at 
Queen's.  In  fact,  I have,  how  you 
say...  indulged  with  the  fine  female 


"I've  been  ripping 
through  the  textbooks 
and  course  material  like 
it's  SUDS  beer.  (I've 
been  ripping  through 
that  as  well.)”  - Pole 


engineers  here  quite  a bit.  They 
all  love  such  a large  pole  like  me. 

Do  you  have  anything  else  to 
say? 

Just  that  I love  U of  T 
Engineering  so  very  much.  You've 
treated  me  so  well;  but  I must 
return  to  save  Queen's  from  falling 
even  farther  into  the  cesspit  of 
corruption  and  despair  that  they've 
already  fallen  into.  I'm  willing  to 
submit  myself  to  their  will  in  the 
name  of  Engineering  Spirit.  It's 
sad,  but  it's  what  I gots  to  do.  You 
know  what  they  say,  a Pole's  got  to 
do  what  a Pole's  got  to  do. 


At  this  point  in  the  interview, 
the  Pole  began  sobbing  at  the 

prospect  of  returning  to  Queen's.  Pole  studies  for  the  Circuits  midterm 


We  comforted  him  as  much  as  we 
good.  After  that,  we  went  out  with 
the  pole  one  last  time.  He  had  a 
blast  at  the  Brunny,  picked  up  three 
girls,  ate  some  fabulous  New  Ho 


King  and  then  passed  out  in  ditch 
till  morning.  He  was  later  found 
to  say  that  his  last  week  of  freedom 
was  spent  well. 


Exclusive  ^ 

Mario  Baker  talks  with  the  Pole 

We  have  the  conversation  between  the  Pole  and  Mario  Baker  himself!  Overheard  just  a few  short  days 
Queen's... Remember,  the  Toike  brought  you  the  real  facts  first. 

Hey  Mario!  when  I was  a young  lad.  Delta-Epsilons 

make  sense  again,  so  does  convolution 


MB  Ya  Pole? 

P I love  you. 

MB  I luv  u too  Pole,  ur  da  greatest. 

P Thanks,  but  seriously,  can  I talk  to  you 
for  a moment? 

MB  Sure,  anyting  for  u! 

P Hey  can  I have  some  of  those 
BEvERageS  you're  drinking? 

MB  No  problem  Pole,  here  u go. 

P Thanks  a lot.  You  know,  never  once 
did  the  Queen's  engineers  invite  me 
to  drink  with  them  at  Clark  Hall  pub!?! 

MB  Reely?  Dat's  terrible! 

P I know! 

MB  So  ur  about  to  say  something? 

P Well,  first  off.  I’d  like  to  thank  you  for 
your  amazing  hospitality  here  and  my 
stay  with  U of  T Engineering.  It  has 
felt  so  nice  to  be  home  these  past  few 
months! 

MB  No  prob  Pole,  it  wuz  our  duty  to  get  u 
back. 

P Thanks  again. 

MB  Yurwelcum. 

P No  really,  I can't  thank  you  enough  for 
getting  me  out  of  the  greasy  hands  of 
those  fricken'  Queen's  engineers. 

MB  Don't  mention  it! 

P But  I insist,  you  guys  have  freed  a poor 
Prisoner  of  War  after  45  years  of 
imprisonment.  That's  FORTY  FIVE 
YEARS  OF  IMPRISONMENT!  Do  you 
know  what  45  years  of  imprisonment 
with  Queen's  engineers  will  do  to 
someone? 

MB  No  Pole,  I don't. 

P Weird  weird  things.  I couldn't  think 
straight.  I couldn't  talk  straight.  They 
kept  shouting  at  me.  They  kept 
groping  me.  They  couldn't  teach  me 
anything.  Why,  the  second  I got  back 
in  Toronto  I suddenly  remembered  all 
the  engineering  you  guys  taught  me 


and  that  joke  that  Queen's  engineers's 
call  "Physics  114!" 

MB  How  are  u now? 

P The  scars  are  healing,  I'll  work  things 
out.  I'm  made  out  of  pure  steel  you 
know. 

MB  Well,  do  u hav  anyting  to  say? 

P Me?  Oh  no,  I just  wanted  to  chat. 

MB  But  u call  me  over  and  say,  "Hey  Mario, 
let's  talk  serious  talk!" 

P Oh  yes,  forgive  me.  As  I was  saying, 
these  past  few  months  back  in  the 
great  halls  of  U of  T Engineering  Skule 
has  brought  my  spirits  up  so  very  much. 

MB  I'm  glad  to  hear  dat  Pole. 

P But  you  see,  I'm  in  quite  a bind. 

MB  Why  iz  dat  Pole? 

P Well,  I love  U of  T Engineers. 

MB  Tanx. 

P U of  T Engineers  are  the  greatest 
people  in  the  world.  If  it  wasn’t  for  U 
of  T Engineers,  I would  never  have 
been  returned  to  my  rightful  place  here 
in  the  hallowed  halls  of  U of  T 
Engineering.  If  it  wasn't  for  U of  T,  I 
would  never  have  existed  at  all. 

MB  Tanx,  but  what's  ur  point? 

P Well,  Mario,  do  you  know  what  I like 
even  more  than  U of  T Engineering? 

MB  Iron  Chef? 

P Nope. 

MB  Kraft  Diner? 

P Nope. 

MB  Mario's  Bakery? 

P Nope  (but  almost).  It's  Engineering 
Spirit.  Engineering  Spirit  as  a whole 
is  most  important  to  me.  I've  been 
watching  what  has  happened  to  those 
Queen’s  engineers  since  I’ve  been 
home... 

MB  And? 

P You  see,  without  me,  Queen's  engineers 


have  lost  their  spirit.  They  whine  like 
babies  and  do  nothing  to  retrieve  me, 
not  that  I'd  want  them  to.  I don't  like 
to  see  those  engineers  so  down;  they 
cry  all  day  and  then  they  whine  all 
night.  When- they  are  tired  of  being 
made  of  fun  of  they  threaten  legal 
action  and  then  they  get  back  to  more 
serious  bouts  of  crying.  What  can  I 
say?  I can't  stand  all  this  crying! 

MB  Dat's  sad  you  no.  Dey  can  be  whiny 
babys. 

P But  you  see,  without  me,  Queen's 
Engineering  is  nothing;  absolutely 
nothing.  Let  me  reiterate;  I love  U of 
T Engineers  WAAYYYY  better  than 
Queen's  engineers,  but  engineering 
spirit  is  more  important  than  anything. 
Queen's  engineers  have  really  lost 
everything.  They've  lost  their 
Engineering  Spirit,  they've  lost  the 
Spirit  of  Godiva,  they've  even  lost  their 
Christmas  Spirit,  along  with  their 
Sense  of  Pride,  their  Common  Sense, 
their  Sense  of  Being,  their  Sense  of 
Accomplishment,  AND  their  Sense  of 
Direction! 

MB  Shud  we  make  dem  watch  "The  Grinch 
who  stole  Christmas?" 

P Yes. 

MB  1 have  a projectiun  tv  and  some  beer! 
You  get  da  popcorn! 

P I mean  no.  You  see,  what  I'm  getting 
at  is  that  I can't  just  sit  around  and  let 
another  engineering  faculty  become  a 
bunch  of  absolutely  pitiful  whining 
babies  that  whine  day  in  and  day  out 
with  intermittent  bouts  of  crying.  If  I 
don't  return  then  Queen's  Engineering 
Spirit  will  die.  I must  return  to  Queen's 
and  submit  my  will  to  theirs. 

MB  Pole,  r u sure  dat's  wut  u wana  do? 

P Yes. 

MB  I tink  Engineering  Spirit  is  reely 


before  the  Pole  was  returned  to 

importunt  too  Pole.  I support  your 
decisiun. 

P I just  don't  know  if  I can  do  it! 

MB  Yes  u can  Pole.  U go  out  into  Godiva's 
Sanctuary  [the  Atrium  -Ed.],  and  u 
stand  erect  and  proud.  You  get  in  der. 
Cause  if  u don't,  u'll  never  wanna  go 
back;  cuz  it's  way  bedder  here  den  at 
Queen's  and  u know  dat. 

I want  u to  go  out  der  and  declare  to 
da  world,  "I  AM  POLE!" 

P I AM  POLE!!!  Is  that  grammatically 
correct  though? 

MB  I never  did  waist  my  time  wit  englush. 

I was  buzy  getting  u back! 

P Oh  yeah,  thanks  again  for  that. 

MB  No  problem. 

P One  last  thing:  I love  U of  T Engineering 
too  much  to  not  leave  a part  of  me 
with  you.  I'll  always  remember  the  kind 
lads/lasses  that  ended  my 
imprisonment  if  only  for  a short 
blissful  while.  You  are  all  outstanding 
human  beings  and  exemplary 
engineers.  For  this  I am  leaving  a 
piece  of  me  with  you;  it  shall 
henceforth  be  referred  to  as  "Mini- 
Pole".  Please  take  care  of  him  as  you 
did  me. 

MB  I will  Pole. 

P I will  remember  and  cherish  you 
always,  my  heart  is  with  you  U of  T 
Engineering! 

From  that  point  on,  the  Pole  stood  proud 
and  erect  in  the  heart  of  Godiva's 
Sanctuary  for  many  a day  and  night  until 
the  fateful  night  the  Queen's  engineers 
came  to  reclaim  him.  It  was  said  by 
onlookers  that  the  Pole  flinched  only 
slightly  (with  nary  a whimper)  at  the 
initial  sight  of  the  "dirty  thirty";  and 
we're  very  very  proud  of  him  for  his 
valiant  effort. 


Hfk  , , , 
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"What  do  batteries  run  on?"  - Steven  Wright 


